IRUN AND   SAN  SEBASTIAN
We had to scramble and to slide and do a lot of moving
forward on all fours before we lost the sound of machine-
gun bullets whistling overhead and cutting leaves and
twigs from the trees and shrubs. Finally, without hurt,
we managed to reach a friendly ravine in which we had
full shelter from stray bullets, and thus again reached the
water-side in full view of the turn in the road and the last
great sandbag barricade next the Behobia Custom-house
—a square whitewashed building with its loopholes and
its machine-guns.
There was a little group of Basque peasants—three
young men, two women, and a child—at this point shelter-
ing behind the walls of a tiny farmhouse. They greeted
me politely in the Basque fashion, and one of the women
said- "Take care. Monsieur; do not stand in a line with
that window, for the bullets come through there. My
grandmother was HUed there in the last war." She
meant, of course, the last Carlist war of 1875 when Iran
was also attacked and when in the same way bullets came
flying across the frontier.
This time they kept hitting the wall of the house and
occasionally chipping a tile on the roof. This worried
the watch dog, which kept running out on to the road
to see what was happening, and growling uneasily Each
time one of the young men would go down to fetch him
back at imminent risk to his own safety.
Across the river I could see our old friend the armoured
train with steam up preparing to make another dash to
the rear. A battery of four-inch guns on the slopes of
the old fort was being hauled on to lorries to be taken
away. In a few minutes, it would be under full machine-
gun fire. On the reverse side of the Puenta ridge Reds
were hurrying away to the rear in twos and threes.
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